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PHYSICAL  DEFLATION  or  THE  CASE  OF 

MR,  T,  S, 


BR-A-A-A-N-NG! 

The  clanging  bell  brought  me  out  of 
my  Monday  morning  melancholy  to 
mark  the  inception  of  another  week  of 
pleasant  study.  I glanced  up  at  the 
program  drawn  in  yellow  chalk  on  the 
side  board.  A saffron  “DH”  struck  my 
retina.  The  remainder  of  my  pre-lunch 
program  wasn’t  too  strenuous,  so  that 
I was  in  good  humor. 

As  I started  for  the  Drill  Hall,  I sud- 
denly remembered  the  towel,  soap,  and 
clothing  in  my  locker.  A warning  bell 
.sounded.  Could  it  possibly  mean  work- 
ing up  a siL'eat?  This  last  with  a gasp, 
since  oidy  one  thing  is  more  odious  than 
mental  exertion:  ])hysical  exerci.se. 

I plunged  into  Stygian  darkness.  In- 
deed, it  was  so  dark  that,  as  I grojK'd 
about,  I tripped  over  .several  sixth  class- 
ers.  As  protests  reached  a crescendo, 
an  empty  locker  suddenly  loomed.  I 
clung  to  it  before  changing  my  clothes. 
^^'e  were  allowed  five  minutes  for  the 
change,  which  seemed  more  than 
enough.  However,  in  the  inky  blackness 
the  simple  process  had  become  an  or- 
deal. 

When  I had  finished,  ten  minutes  later, 
I straightened  up  with  the  flush  of  vic- 
tory— just  as  light  flooded  the  locker- 
room.  The  authoritative  voice  of  the 
coach  herded  us  into  the  Drill  Hall.  We 
made  a .sorry  picture,  vying  for  the 
“booby  prize”  in  posture  and  physique. 
“Fitzie”  seemed  a bit  crestfallen,  and 
the  job  of  getting  us  in  trim  must  have 
.seemed  almost  insurmountable  to  him. 
He  threw  us  two  basketballs,  but  they 
.seemed  much  larger  and  heavier  than 
those  T had  seen  at  a distance  when 
attending  basketball  games.  We  began 
“basket-shooting”,  and  I performed 
creditably,  missing  the  hoop  by  only 


three  feet  on  both  shots.  Then  we  be- 
came two  teams,  and  an  alleged  basket- 
ball game  was  begun.  I began  to  play. 
Constantly  the  balloon-like  ball  came 
hurtling  towards  me,  and  constantly  I 
flung  it  away — just  before  being  burieil 
each  time  under  an  avalanche  of  on- 
rushing  bodies.  The  sweat  was  soon 
poured  from  every  pore  of  my  body,  my 
feet  became  leaden,  a cutting  pain  as- 
sailed my  side,  and  my  vision  became 
blurred. 

With  that  horrible  game  a memory,  I 
staggered  toward  the  locker-room,  in- 
tending to  luxuriate  under  a pleasantly 
tepid  s])ray  of  water.  A sharp  command 
reached  my  dulled  senses  and  pulled 
me  uj)  short.  Why,  that  man  was  tell- 
ing us  to  run  two  laps  about  the  build- 
ing! He  uttered  the  fateful  words  in  a 
pleasant,  matter-of-fact  tone;  and  with 
the  gameness  of  which  heroes  are  com- 
l)osed,  T started  out  at  a slow  trot.  At 
the  end  of  the  first  lap  T lo.st  all  sense 
of  motion,  until  T found  my.self  leaning 
against  a locker,  ga.sping  painfully  for 
breath. 

T prepared  for  the  refreshing  shower, 
and  soon  was  being  i)ushed  toward  a 
white-tiled  room  with  shower  nozzles 
jutting  from  the  walls.  T walked  (with 
great  effort)  over  to  one  and  twisted  on 
the  “spray”.  A deluge  of  scalding  water, 
with  a temperature  of  at  least  300° 
Fahrenheit,  .struck  my  face  and  should- 
ers. T backed  away,  surpiTsed  and  chok- 
ing. and  dashed  to  the  adjacent  shower, 
hoping  for  a cool  one  to  .soothe  my  crim- 
son skin.  The  next  three  showers  were 
like  the  first;  but  the  fourth  was  different. 
T turned  the  valve — cautiously,  for  I had 
learned  my  lesson,  and  finding  that  no 
steam  was  being  ejected,  I grew  bolder, 
exposing  my  entire  body  to  the  un- 
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checked  force  of  a stream  of  water  so 
cold  that  it  coagulated  my  blood!  Need- 
less to  add,  I did  not  remain.  As  I 
emerged  driijping.  Coach  Fitzgerald  an- 
nounced in  a mellow  voice,  “One  more 
minute  to  go  till  the  end  of  the  period, 
boys.” 

With  my  dripping  hair  hanging  down 
in  strings,  my  tie  flung  loosely  about  my 
neck,  and  my  limi^  shoelaces  trailing, 
I made  a .sorry  picture.  I slipped  with 
a sigh  into  my  classroom  seat.  I did 
not  fnlly  recover  until  late  the  next 

morning  after  a sleep  of  fourteen  hours. 
* * * 

It  is  a balmy  evening  in  early  June. 
Graduation  Exercises  are  being  held  in 
the  assembly  hall.  The  Graduates, 
looking  like  so  many  Samsons,  are  pass- 


ing over  the  stage  to  receive  their  hard- 
earned  diplomas.  But  hark!  a gasp  of 
admiration  ripples  through  the  audience 
as  a tall,  broadshonldered,  deep-chested, 
athletic  chap  advances  to  the  rostrum. 
He  crosses  with  confident  mien,  advanc- 
ing with  catlike  grace.  As  he  walks  off, 
every  pair  of  eyes  is  intent  upon  him, 
attracted  as  if  by  a magnet. 

Who  is  this  young  Hercules,  this  tower 
of  .strength,  this  Atlas  of  the  Latin 
School.^  Perhaps  a glance  at  his  diploma 
will  solve  the  mystery.  It  reads,  “THIS 
IS  TO  CERTIFY  THAT  . . .”  Why! 
this  young  Hercules,  this  Atlas  of  the 
Latin  School,  from  whose  very  person 
emanates  irresistible  power,  is  none  other 
than— I,  iMYSELF. 

Arthur  G.  Goldman,  44 


THE  SECOND  CHANCE 

“Tomorrow  I will  live,  the  fool  doth  say;  today  itself's  too  late;  the  wise 
lived  yesterday.” 

Did  you  ever  sit  in  a quiet  room  while  the  clock  pierced  the  stillness  with 
a steady,  monotonons  ticking,  and  with  every  tick  of  the  clock  realize  that  those 
seconds  and  minutes  slipping  by  will  never  return?  All  of  us  waste  time,  but 
in  the  case  of  .some  of  ns,  the  time  wasted  is  far  too  great.  Time  waits  for  no 
man.  The  sooner  in  life  we  learn  this  truth  and  form  our  habits  accordingly, 
the  better  off  we  shall  be. 

Here  in  school,  look  around  and  find  out  the  difference  between  the  success 
of  one  and  the  failure  of  another.  It  doesn't  take  much  brainwork  to  discover 
the  solution — the  investment  of  one’s  time. 

The  squanderer  of  the  greatest  gift  to  man — time,  is  to  be  pitied.  It  is  too 
late  when  he  realizes  the  mistakes  of  his  lifetime;  and  when,  sadly  and  suddenly, 
he  finds  that  his  years  are  spent,  he  wistfully  wishes  for  that  famous  “.second 
chance.”  But  that  is  all  he  can  do — u'ish.  It  is  too  late  when  he  realizes  that 
the  wise  learned  this  les.son  early  in  life — the  les.son  that  took  him  a lifetime 
to  learn. 

Let  ns  try  to  learn  how  not  to  squander  time.  Just  because  it  is  free,  we 
need  not  waste  it.  In  future  years  let  us  not  regret,  with  Whittier,  that 
“()j  all  the  sad  tcords  of  tongue  or  pen 
The  saddest  are  these: 

‘It  might  have  been’.” 


William  Rosen,  '44 
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DEATH  IN  THE  AETERNOON 


The  average  American  tourist,  when 
visiting  an  Indian  village  in  Florida, 
spends  a few  hours  studying  the  primi- 
tive life  of  the  Seminoles.  It  is  rarely, 
if  indeed  ever,  that  he  sees  the  true  life 
of  these  strange  people.  Their  secret  life 
in  the  Everglades  of  Florida  is  as  mys- 
terious and  difficult  to  understand  as 
that  of  the  remotest  tribes  in  darkest  Af- 
rica. Their  comings  and  going  are  like 
shadows  on  a river.  Their  way  of  life 
is  a strange  combination  of  the  modern 
and  the  primitive,  and  their  existence  is 
as  unknowable  as  the  Everglades  in 
which  they  dwell. 

An  hour’s  ride  in  an  automobile  takes 
us  from  sophisticated  Miami  to  the 
primitiveness  of  a jungle  village.  Here 
we  are  at  the  end  of  the  road,  and  we 
mu.st  get  out  of  the  car.  Our  guide  takes 
us  through  a winding  path,  canopied  by 
luxuriant  ferns  and  Cyprus  trees  drip- 
ping with  moss.  At  once  we  realize  we 
are  in  a fairyland.  Rare  orchids  bloom 
in  the  damp  and  fetid  jungle.  Pink 
flamingoes  circle  overhead,  while  ma- 
caws and  parrots  scream  at  us  from 
every  branch.  Mhat  a contrast  from  the 
concrete  sidewalks  and  tall  buildings  of 
Miami! 

At  last  we  come  to  a clearing,  and 
there  before  us  lies  the  village.  A large, 
rectangular  building  dominates  the 
scene,  and  clustered  about  it  are  about 
twenty  native  huts.  The  central  build- 
ing, we  learn,  is  the  eating-place  of  the 
entire  population.  A large,  thatched 
roof  it  is,  supported  by  a number  of 
poles.  It  has  no  sides,  so  that  we  may 
walk  in  and  out  anywhere  we  wish  be- 
tween the  poles.  In  the  very  center  is 
a shallow  pit  filled  with  the  ashes  of 
many  a fire.  And  in  the  ashes  we  see 
re.sting  a number  of  large  iron  pots. 

We  now  leave  this  community  dining- 


room and  proceed  to  examine  the  huts. 
Each  is  a raised  platform  on  stilts. 
About  six  feet  above  the  platform  rests 
a small,  thatched  roof.  The  four  poles 
which  support  this  in  each  corner  are 
all  there  is  on  the  sides.  The  inhabi- 
tants sleep  on  the  floor  itself,  exposed 
to  the  weather  and  whatever  insects 
may  specialize  in  Seminole  blood. 

A short  path  brings  us  down  to  the 
water’s  edge,  where  Indian  dugouts  and 
canoes  are  beached.  It  is  along  this 
waterfront  that  Seminole  youth  wrestle 
with  alligators  for  the  entertainment  of 
tourists. 

On  the  afternoon  of  my  visit,  young 
Chief  Castor  Oil  was  pitting  his  .strength 
against  one  of  these  murderous  denizens 
of  the  swamp.  The  large,  lumbering 
reptiles  are  capable  of  not  only  breaking 
and  crushing  the  bones  of  a man,  but 
also  of  devouring  him  in  short  order. 
These  ugly  killers  have  been  known  to 
break  a man’s  back  with  a lightning-like 
sweep  of  their  saw-toothed  tails. 

The  monster  was  swimming  lazily  in 
the  water,  when  the  Indian  .started  to 
poke  him  with  a long  pole.  This  began 
to  bother  the  reptile,  and  he  lashed 
around  once  or  twice  trying  to  bite  the 
pole.  When  the  beast  was  sufficiently 
angered,  the  native  threw  away  the  pole 
and  slowly  waded  into  the  water. 

Approaching  the  beast,  he  keeps  him- 
self as  far  as  possible  from  the  lashing 
tail.  And  as  the  mighty  jaws  snap  at 
him,  he  dives  for  the  back  of  the  head 
and  right  shoulder.  Now  the  mighty 
tail  swings  about,  missing  him  by  inches. 
Now  the  head  swings  around,  but  he  is 
too  quick  for  that.  He  tugs,  he  pushes, 
he  loses  his  footing,  he  regains  it;  and 
the  battle  between  man  and  beast  goes 
on.  Inch  by  inch  he  forces  the  reptile 
out  of  the  water  and  onto  the  sandy 
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beach.  The  climax  of  the  struggle  is  now 
at  hand.  If  he  can  avoid  the  tail  and 
the  jaws  and  turn  the  reptile  on  its 
back,  victory  is  assured. 

But  as  we  watch  him,  we  see  his  grip 
suddenly  loosen  as  the  mighty  tail  leaves 
its  mark  on  his  left  leg.  With  a tremen- 
dous back  somersaidt,  he  jumps  clear  of 
the  beast  and  moves  cautiously  in  again 
for  the  kill.  In  his  right  hand  we  now 
see  a knife  flashing  in  the  afternoon  sun, 
but  the  alligator  is  on  its  guard  too.  This 
time  the  Indian  dives  with  a mighty  leap 
for  the  same  spot  that  he  held  before, 
and  as  his  blade  drinks  the  blood  of  this 
huge  creature,  we  are  horrified  to  see 
that  its  jaws  have  closed  firmly  on  the 
Indian’s  thigh.  All  is  blood  and  dust 
for  a moment,  and  then  silence. 


One  of  the  other  Indians  standing 
near-by  warns  us  to  keep  quiet  for  the 
sake  of  his  fallen  brother.  But  the 
shrieks  of  the  women  upon  seeing  this 
horrible  sight  provoke  the  alligator  to 
do  jmst  what  we  feared  most.  Several 
shots  rang  out,  and  the  beast  relaxed 
its  grip,  but  too  late. 

What  had  started  to  be  a pleasant 
summer  afternoon’s  diversion  was  now 
a grim  tragedy.  Man  and  beast  lay 
dead  on  the  bloody  sands.  We  were 
glad  to  return  to  Miami  and  lose  our- 
selves in  the  bustle  of  city  life,  but  I 
shall  never  forget  this  horrible  seene  and 
the  thought  that  it  was  done  for  amuse- 
ment. 

M.  P.  Weisman,  ’47 
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THOUGHTS  OVER  A PLATE  OE  APPLE  PIE 


The  juke  box  blared  away.  In  front 
of  me  lay  a half-devoured  section  of  pie 
— apple  pie.  As  usual,  on  my  way  to 
work,  I had  dropped  in  at  “Jacques”,  a 
cozy  little  hashhouse,  specializing  in 
apple  pie  and  the  juke  box.  ‘‘Lay  that 
pistol  doivn,  babe  . . .” 

Good  stuff  all  right,  all  right.  The  pie, 
that  is.  Juke  box  is  okay,  too.  ’S-funny 
thing  about  pie.  When  no  one  else  is 
around,  it’s  sorta  like  a companion  to 
you.  Kinda  makes  you  think  about  life 
and  stuff,  sittin’  here  alone  with  the  pie. 

Lucky  to  have  it.  It’s  pretty  rare 
stuff  on  the  battle  lines.  I bet  some  of 
our  boys  are  wishing  for  a hunk  of  pie 
right  now.  It  seems  to  symbolize  Am- 
erica . . . home.  Makes  you  think  of 
when  you  were  a little  shaver.  I used 
to  live  from  one  of  Ma’s  pies  to  the  next. 
How  we  all  waited  expectantly — Dad 
and  Sis  and  Ben,  my  brother  and  I — 
as  Mom  would  open  the  oven  door  and 
let  the  comfortingly  delicious  fragrance 


of  her  masterpiece  slide  out  and  pene- 
trate to  the  far  corners  of  the  room; 
and  when  it  came  time  for  dessert  after 
dinner,  and  the  pie  was  brought  in,  we 
got  a feeling  of  more  than  just  a desire 
for  food.  The  pie  would  seem  to  knit 
us  together  into  a true  American  fam- 
ily- 

I don’t  know  why  I come  here  to 
“Jacques”.  I guess  it’s  ’cause  the  pie 
reminds  me  of  all  that  was  before  Dad 
died,  and  Sis  and  Ben  got  married  and 
settled  down  with  their  own  families. 
And  me,  I’m  hardly  ever  able  to  be 
home.  Ma  isn’t  too  well,  either;  so, 
no  home-made  apple  pie.  So  I come  to 
“Jacques,”  and  sit,  and  eat  pie,  and 
think.  Think  about  life,  love,  and  the 
price  of  potatoes.  Think  and  Hsten  to 
the  juke  box.  “Put  your  arm^  around 
me,  honey.” 

“Check,  please,  Katie.” 

Robert  N.  Kelson,  ’44 


THOUGHTS  WHILE  STUDYING 


I. 

My  eyes  are  tired,  my  brain  is  reeling, 

My  fingers  have  lost  their  sense  of  feel- 
ing; 

The  light  bulb’s  hot,  and  all  I’ve  got 

Is  a picture  of  Cicero  shooting  the  breeze, 
and  collecting  from  clients  his  legal 
fees. 

II. 

Before  my  eyes  the  numbers  dance; 

Trig.,  Logs.,  and  Algebra  advance. 

Who  cares  how  far  a boy  may  go  in  a 
boat  that’s  one  third  full  of  snow.^ 

Who  cares  whether  John  will  be  six 
times  as  old  as  Jim  when  he’s  twenty- 
three.^ 

III. 

English  is  next;  I pick  up  the  text. 

What  else  could  it  be  but  Hamlet.^ 


I’m,  sick  of  books,  but  what  can  I do? 

For  my  report  card’s  sake,  I’ve  got  to 
stand  it. 

IV. 

And  so  it  goes. 

I’m  in  the  throes  of  a ghastly,  ghostly 
dilemma. 

I know  I should  be  dutiful;  but  my  bed 
looks  oh,  so  beautiful! 

So  I close  my  books  and  toss  off  my 
papers. 

I climb  into  bed  and  dream  of  such 
capers 

As  killing  Euclid  and  strangling  Cicero, 

Of  beating  up  Shakespeare  and  stepping 
on  Romeo. 

I’m  going  to  sleep  . . . I’m  tired! 

Merrill  R.  Lovinger 
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SWIMMING  UNDERWATER 


Imagine  you’re  a seaman  whose  ship 
has  been  torpedoed.  All  around  your 
ship  is  flaming  gasoline.  The  order  is 
“Abandon  Ship’’,  and  you  must  dive  into 
that  sea  of  flaming  gasoline.  Apprehen- 
sively, you  gaze  out  over  the  flaming 
sea,  trying  to  find  a way  out.  Finally 
you  spot  a thin  strip  of  water  sur- 
rounded by  flaming  gas,  which  is  rapid- 
ly converging  on  it.  On  the  other  side 
is  safety,  perhaps  a raft  or  a floating 
piece  of  timber.  But  before  you  can  get 
to  that  open  water,  you  must  swim  un- 
derneath the  flaming  gasoline. 

You  look  back  on  those  summer  days 
at  camp  when  you  were  first  taught  to 
swim;  but  you  have  been  away  from 
water  for  so  long  (this  being  your  first 
voyage)  that  you  have  forgotten  what 
they  told  you  about  swimming  under- 
water. IVIeanwhile  your  pals  are  jump- 
ing off  the  ship,  disappearing  under  the 
water  for  what  seems  like  an  eternity, 
then  coming  up  on  the  other  side  of  the 
flaming  gasoline  and  climbing  onto  one 
of  the  rafts  that  automatically  slide  off 
the  deck  when  the  ship  begins  to  sink. 

Suddenly  everything  comes  back  in  a 
flash.  You  climb  up  onto  the  railing  and 
jump  off,  head  first,  your  hands  stretch- 
ed out  before  you,  your  head  between 
your  arms,  your  legs  outstretched  be- 
hind you.  AYu  are  breathing  rapidly, 
in  order  to  get  more  oxygen  into  your 
blood,  and  just  before  you  hit  the 
water,  you  take  one  last  breath.  The 
next  second  you  are  underwater,  strik- 
ing out  with  your  arms  and  legs  in  a 
desperate  effort  to  get  away  from  the 
sinking  ship  lest  you  are  caught  in  the 
whirring  propeller. 

Ten  seconds  have  gone  by  and  the 
water  above  you  has  attained  a fiery 


brightness.  Your  lungs  are  bursting, 
your  ears  are  pounding  from  the  pres- 
sure. Remembering  instructions,  you 
open  your  mouth  slightly,  and  a small 
bubble  of  air  appears  in  front  of  you  and 
slowly  ascends  to  the  surface.  This  re- 
lieves the  pressure  on  your  ears  to  small 
extent. 

Glancing  up,  you  see  that  the  water 
has  become  darker  again,  but  here  and 
there  are  small  patches  of  fianiing  gaso- 
line. It  seems  as  if  you  have  been  swim- 
ming underwater  for  hours  and  that  you 
must  be  past  the  gasoline-covered 
water.  However,  you  decide  to  take  no 
chances,  and  letting  out  more  air,  you 
continue  to  knife  your  way  through  the 
water. 

Finally,  you  decide  that  you  can’t 
stand  it  any  longer;  that  you  must  come 
to  the  surface,  gasoline  or  no  gasoline. 
AYu  strike  your  hands  out  to  the  water 
above  you,  and  in  a second  you  are  shoot- 
ing toward  the  surface;  the  pounding  on 
your  ears  lessens;  the  color  of  the  water 
changes  from  almost  black  to  yellow- 
green;  and  then  your  head  comes  to  the 
surface,  your  lungs  greedily  sucking  in 
the  fresh  air. 

AYu  look  around  you,  and  just  a few 
feet  away  is  a raging  inferno  of  fiaming 
gasoline.  In  the  other  direction,  you 
spy  a raft  with  some  survivors  on  it. 
With  your  last  bit  of  strength,  you  wear- 
ily swim  toward  the  raft,  onto  which  a 
half-dozen  pairs  of  hands  pull  you;  and 
as  you  lapse  into  oblivion,  your  last 
thought  is  to  look  up  your  old  camp  in- 
structor when  you  get  back  home  and 
thank  him  for  teaching  you  how  to  swim 
underwater. 


R.  Goldman,  ’36 
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“But  I . . . , I . . . , But ” 

“And  remember  Jones,  don’t  let  me 
see  you  here  again.  Next  time  you  Avon’t 
get  off  so  easily.” 

As  the  door  of  the  dean’s  room  softly 
clo.sed  behind  me,  I stood  bewdldered 
in  the  still  corridor.  The  immortal 
words  of  Macbeth  were  ringing  in  my 
ears: 

“When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not 
single  spies,  but  in  battalions.” 

To  put  it  bluntly,  it  Avas  my  bad  day. 
Everything  had  gone  Avrong  from  the 
start.  Upon  entering  the  school,  earlier 
than  usual  for  once,  I Avent  over  to  a 
bubbler  to  quench  my  thirst.  Although 
I turned  the  handle  three  or  four  times, 
nothing  came  out.  I bent  over  to  see 
what  the  trouble  Avas,  giving  the  handle 
one  fast  jerk.  This  time  I got  plenty 
of  Avater,  right  in  the  face.  “Why  didn’t 
.somebody  tell  me  that  the  faucets  are 
controlled  by  air  pressure.^” 

The  first  three  periods  were  unevent- 
ful, although  I ran  my  string  of  zeros  in 
Latin  recitation  to  nine.  “Gee,  maybe 
I’ll  break  the  record!”  ...  I still  don’t 
understand  AA'hat  happened  at  lunch- 
time. All  I AA’anted  to  do  A\’as  buy  a 
bottle  of  milk.  I brought  along  my 
birth  certificate.  “Oh,  Avell,  milk  bottle 
duty  for  a Aveek  Avon’t  kill  me.” 

After  lunch,  I dashed  up  to  Mr.  Lar- 
son’s room  to  see  if  my  stories  were  ac- 
cepted for  the  school  magazine.  Ah, 


there  they  Avere,  all  four  of  them.  As 
I pulled  them  out  of  the  wastebasket,  a 
soft  voice  behind  me  asked  if  they  Avere 
mine.  When  I replied  in  the  affirmative, 
four  strong  arms  seized  me,  and  hurled 
me  through  the  door,  and  a gruff  voice 
said,  “The  Register  isn’t  that  bad  yet!” 

As  the  felloAvs  AA'ere  getting  their  books 
ready  for  the  afternoon  session,  I men- 
tioned the  fact  that  A\'e  had  Phys.  Ed. 
One  boy  let  out  a shriek;  another  faint- 
ed. We  couldn’t  think  up  a good  excuse 
for  absence;  so  doAAn  into  the  torture 
chamber  Avalked  the  trembling  boys. 

Why  I got  three  marks  for  cutting 
across  the  lunchroom  Avhen  I AA^as  sup- 
posed to  be  taking  a lap  around  the 
building  is  beyond  me.  Then  came  the 
pay  off.  It  all  happened  so  fast  that 
I never  kncAv  Avhat  struck.  The  master 
in  charge  of  the  class  asked  if  anyone 
had  seen  the  books  of  a boy  named  Cain. 
When  nobody  ansAA^ered,  he  threatened 
to  mark  severely  the  lad  Avho  took  them. 
He  looked  on  each  and  every  desk  in 
vain;  that  is,  until  he  came  to  mine.  I 
didn’t  knoAv  AAdiere  they  came  from,  but 
there  they  Avere;  and  the  master  took 
this  as  substantial  proof  that  I was  the 
culprit.  The  penalty,  one  plus  four 
marks;  the  result,  a conference  Avith  the 
dean.  Well,  it’s  not  so  bad  after  all; 
and  I still  think  that  B.L.S.  is  the  best 
school  in  the  country. 

A.  S.  Goldsmith,  ’45 


The  plates  for  The  Latin  School  Register 
were  produced  by 

Capitol  Engraving 

286  Congress  Street,  Boston 
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MAN'S  TRUEST  FRIEND 


Out  of  the  war  have  arisen  many  new 
branches  of  the  armed  forces,  a few  of 
which  are  the  Waves,  the  Wacs,  the 
Spars,  and  the  Seabees.  One,  not  as 
well  known  as  those  just  mentioned,  is 
the  Wags.  To  this  part  of  the  armed 
forces,  and  in  particular  to  Mrs.  Chips, 
America’s  first  war  dog  hero,  I dedicate 
this  story. 

“Will  he  be  all  right,  sir.^  Will  he 
live.^’’ 

“Don’t  worry.  Corporal.  With  a little 
rest  he’ll  be  as  full  of  fight  as  he  ever 
was,  and  ready  for  the  next  scrap.  Tell 
me  how  it  all  happened,  so  that  I can 
make  out  my  official  report.” 

“Well,  sir.  I’ll  start  from  the  very 
beginning.  Back  in  the  States  our  bat- 
talion had  just  finished  maneuver.s,  and 
we  were  preparing  to  go  overseas.  Just 
in  time  to  sail  with  the  battalion,  four 
German  shepards  joined  us.  This  dog. 
Chips,  was  one  of  them.  The  soldiers 
tied  in  vain  to  make  pets  of  them,  but 
the  dogs  were  trained  to  tru.st  only  the 
man  who  handled  them. 

“Our  first  stop  overseas  was  at  Casa- 
blanca, and  the  dogs  were  among  the 
first  ashore.  When  the  bombs  came 
crashing  down.  Chips  dug  his  own  fox 
hole,  with  a flurry  of  paws.  By  day  the 
dogs  made  long  marches  with  the  troops, 


and  at  night  they  stood  guard.  When 
the  historical  Casablanca  Conference 
was  held.  Chips  and  his  three  pals  pa- 
trolled the  grounds  where  the  leaders 
slept. 

“And  then  it  happened.  Orders  came 
to  invade  Sicily.  Chips  came  with  us, 
while  the  other  dogs  were  left  behind. 
Our  company  landed  under  heavy  fire, 
and  the  men  were  being  cut  down  in 
the  water  and  on  the  beach  by  German 
machine-gunners.  The  men  in  the 
squad  to  which  Chips  belonged  were 
pinned  to  the  ground  by  a German  ma- 
chine gun  nest.  To  raise  one’s  head 
meant  instant  death,  and  the  whole  at- 
tack was  held  up. 

“Suddenly,  a brown  streak  sprang 
forward  in  a swirl  of  sand  and  dashed 
for  the  enemy  nest.  In  a second  Chips 
was  upon  them  in  a snarling  fury.  A 
German  soldier  clubbed  him  uncon- 
scious with  the  butt  of  his  rifle,  but  the 
moment’s  delay  was  enough  for  our  boys 
to  rush  up  the  hill  and  to  silence  the 
battery  for  good  with  fixed  bayonets. 

“That’s  about  it.  Doctor.  We  brought 
him  here  to  you  right  away,  and  I fear 
that  he’s  going  to  get  the  Silver  Star 
and  Purple  Heart.  The  old  saying  still 
goes,  sir,  ‘A  dog  is  man’s  truest  friend’.” 

A.  S.  Goldsmith,  ’45 


EXCHANGES 


The  editors  of  the  1903  Register  were 
definitely  right.  They  had  no  Exchange 
column  and  were  justly  overjoyed.  The 
Exchange  editor  is  a very  unfortunate 
person  unless  he  corresponds  with  simi- 
lar sufferers  through  the  column  and 
dreams  of  their  eventual  meeting.  In  a 
small  magazine,  the  Exchange  column 
serves  chiefly  as  a space-filler  and  in  a 
large  magazine  goes  unnoticed.  In  our 


renowned  school,  who  is  interested  in 
the  fact  that  I,  a lone  author  in  the  sub- 
embryonic  .stage,  think  that  the  Action 
in  the  Roxbury  Memorial  Enterprise  is 
good  or  that  the  texture  of  the  cover  on 
the  Girls’  Latin  “Jabberwock”  differs 
from  that  of  any  other  magazine?  Sure- 
ly the  witticisms  that  could  be  copied 
from  any  paper  do  not  surpass  those 
uttered  by  the  B.L.S.  sages.  Why  All 
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space  with  a list  of  the  publications  re- 
ceived? Nobody  cares.  The  Exchange 
editors  in  other  schools  may  be  inter- 
ested in  our  comments  on  their  work, 
but  the  Register  is  meant  for  the  1800 
students  of  Boston  Latin  School,  not  for 
the  Exchange  editor  of  Antipodes  High 
School  in  East  Cupcake,  Illinois.  Be- 
cause the  “Antipodes  Journal”  is  not 
meant  to  please  Bostonians  only,  there 
is  nothing  in  it  of  interest  to  us.  The 
various  school  magazines  and  papers, 
with  attractive  covers,  might  make  in- 
teresting reading,  to  be  enjoyed  by  pa- 
trons of  our  library.  Useful  ideas 
gleaned  from  them  should  be  adopted  or 
adapted  by  the  Register  staff.  The 
casual  reader  of  “Ye  R.R.R.”  has  no  in- 
terest in  what  should  be  done.  If  it  is 
done,  and  if  he  reads  it,  he  might  enjoy 
it  enough  to  raise  his  opinion  and  favor 
us  with  an  adjective  like  “O.K.” 

The  great  literary  critic,  Mr.  Marson, 
after  reading  last  month’s  column,  stated 
that  he  had  never  yet  seen  a good  ex- 
change column.  Therefore,  why  bother? 
The  same  space  coidd  be  better  taken 
up  by  camera  and  pen  poi’traits  of  the 
various  teachers.  Students  might  enjoy 
them  in  many  ways.  Two  days  have 
been  consumed  by  the  reading  of  these 
wonderful,  superb,  entertaining,  enthral- 


ling, beautiful  publications,  and  we  shall 
be  glad  to  write  a letter  giving  our 
opinion  of  each  page  of  a particular 
magazine  to  the  Exchange  editor  who 
sends  a three-cent  stamp.  But  as  far  as 
writing  these  opinions  for  our  own  dear 
Register — no!  We  resign!!! 

This  month  we  received  the  following: 
The  Artisan,  Mechanic  Arts  High  School, 
Boston 

Tradesman,  High  School  of  Commerce, 
Boston 

The  Jabberwock,  Girls’  Latin  School, 
Boston 

Bostonia,  Boston  University,  Boston 
Enterprise,  Roxbury  Memorial  High 
School  (Girls),  Boston 
The  Clarion,  Jamaica  Plain  High  School, 
Boston 

Welion,  West  End  High  School,  Birm- 
ingham, Ala. 

Boston  L^niversity  News — Guess  where! 
Northeastern  News — Guess  again! 
Brighton  Towers,  Brighton  High  School, 
Brighton 

Hi-Lite,  Malden  Catholic  High,  Malden 
Colby  Echo,  Colby  College,  Waterville, 
Me. 

There  you  have  the  list.  If  it  is  of  any 
use  or  interest  to  you,  kindly  inform  the 
entire  Register  staff.  We  still  resign!!! 

Hexry  Pixsker,  ’46 


LATIN  PERSONALITIES 


In  the  recent  Spelling  Bee  Contest 
sponsored  by  the  Herald-Traveler  to  de- 
termine the  city  winners  for  each  grade 
of  high  school,  Avram  Goldberg,  Room 
132  of  Class  IV;  Stanley  Kasowski,  Room 
118  of  Class  II,  and  H.  W.  Seifer,  Room 
334  of  Class  I,  were  selected  and  will 
compete  to  determine  the  final  city  win- 
ner. 


We  are  glad  to  welcome  back  Mr. 
Charles  Fitzgerald,  our  coach  and  direc- 
tor of  physical  education,  who  has  had 


an  attack  of  pneumonia.  He  went  as  far 
as  Washington,  D.  C.  to  recuperate,  but 
decided  he  could  recuperate  better  at 
home. 


In  the  tentative  cast  of  “Spooks,” 
there  will  be  five  boys  of  Public  Latin 
and  four  girls  from  Girls’  Latin  School. 
They  include  the  following: 

Eliot  Oliver  MacLeod  (208) 

Judy  Jean  Sullivan 

Marion  IMary  Connolly 

Jenkins  Peter  F.  Hines  (208) 
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Douglas  Blackwell 

Kevin  F.  MacGovern  (219) 
Laurette  Betty  Orfanello 

Willohy  Nathaniel  Cohen 

Inspector  Eugene  Del  Bianco 

Miss  Brown  Hope  Simon 


The  Glee  Club  had  its  first  meeting 
on  March  13,  1944,  in  the  Assembly  Hall 
under  the  able  supervision  of  Mr.  Julius 
G.  Finn.  The  club  hopes  to  have  a very 
succes.sfid  year. 

James  J.  Sullivan  (219)  was  awarded 
first  prize  in  the  annual  American  legion 
Oratorical  Contest  held  at  the  Oliver 
Ames  Po.st  in  which  five  high  school  stu- 
dents competed. 

In  two  non-decision  debates  with  Mis- 
sion High  School  Peter  Hines  (208) , 
Chester  F.  Collier  (235)  and  Alfred  B. 
Sullivan  (208)  represented  Latin  in  the 
first  of  the  series  on  February  17,  1944 
at  the  Latin  Assembly  Hall;  and  Kevin 
F.  iMacGovern  (219),  Oliver  N.  Mac- 
Leod (208)  and  Jo.seph  Silverstein  (219) 
repre.sented  us  on  February  18,  1944. 
The  subject  was  “Resolved:  That  the 
Llnitcd  States  should  join  the  reconstitu- 
ting a League  of  Nations.” 


On  Thursday,  iMarch  2,  1944,  there 
was  a lively  debate  with  Brookline  High 
School  on  the  subject:  Resolved  that 
subsidies  be  u.sed  as  a means  of  check- 
ing inflation.”  Latin  School  had  as  its 
team  William  Dacey  (211),  Alfred  B. 
Sullivan  (208) , Austin  Lyne  (302)  and 
Herbert  L.  Shulman  (334) . Brookline 
was  unanimously  proclaimed  winner. 


A formal  debate  with  Boston  College 
High  School  will  be  held  March  16,  1944 
on  the  subject:  “Resolved  that  the 
Presidential  election  be  postponed  until 
after  the  war.”  On  the  affirmative  for 
Latin  will  be  William  D.  Gillis  (304) , 
Peter  F.  Hines  (208) , Kevin  F.  Mac- 
Govern (219),  and  James  J.  Sullivan 
(219) . Dr.  John  E.  Collins  is  in  charge 
of  these  debates. 


Carl  Parsons  (210),  our  able  track 
speedster,  smashed  the  A-B  440  reeord 
in  the  39th  annual  Regimental  Meet  held 
March  11,  1944  at  the  101st  Infantry 
Armory. 


The  Literary  Club,  with  Dr.  James 
Callanan  as  director,  has  held  several 
meetings  in  Room  108.  They  plan  to 
meet  every  iMonday,  if  possible.  This 
club  supplements  the  work  of  the  Eng- 
lish Department.  Its  officers  are  Presi- 
dent, William  Rosen,  ’44;  Vice-President, 
Saul  W.  Rosen,  ’44;  Secretary,  William 
Margold,  ’44;  Trea.surer,  Martin  Mond- 
lick  ’44;  and  Sergeant-at-Arms,  Daniel 
I.  Zwick,  ’44. 


Kevin  F.  MacGovern  (219)  was  ad- 
judged the  Public  Latin  School  represen- 
tative in  the  nationwide  John  Paul  Jones 
Oratorical  Contest,  sponsored  by  the 
Hearst  newspapers,  locally  by  the 
Record- American  and  the  Advertiser. 
lie  competed  in  the  Boston  eliminations 
March  31,  1944  in  Faneuil  Hall,  together 
with  the  winners  in  the  other  local  high 
schools. 


Brendan  J.  MacGovern,  ’46 
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FHE  RAMBLINGS  OF  THE  REGtSTER A RAVING  REPORTER 


leb.  14:  At  an  assembly  Mr.  Powers  ex- 
plained to  Classes  I,  II.  and  III  the 
Army  and  Navy  requirements  for 
technical  training.  ...  A hockey 
game  between  Boston  Latin  and  Eng- 
lish was  played  at  the  Boston  Arena. 
Guess  who  won!  You’re  right. 

Feb.  15:  The  “Milton  Socialite”  appear- 
ed in  203  with  a pair  of  flaming  red 
suspenders  and  an  unprepared  mind. 
His  suspenders  blazed  through  the 
recitation,  while  his  mind  smouldered, 
and  the  final  spark  of  knowledge  died 
a quiet  death. 

Feb.  16:  Ye  R.R.R.  was  commissioned 
to  pay  for  and  deliver  his  homeroom 
milk.  The  whole  pre-lunch  study 
period  was  spent  filling  out  priority 
forms  for  seven  bottles  of  milk.  Two 
more  days  and  vacation  will  be  here. 

Feb.  17:  Dr.  Gummere  of  Harvard  was 
here  to  explain  entrance  requirements 
and  answer  questions  for  aspiring 
sharks  headed  for  Cambridge.  . . . 
The  Registers  advertising  staff  met 
and  elected  H.  P.  Haveler,  manager. 

Feb.  18:  Classes  I-YI  went  to  the  Hall 
for  the  Washington  Lincoln  Day  exer- 
cises. Congratulations  to  William 
Rosen.  Martin  iMondlick.  Herbert 
Shulman  and  William  Margold  for 
their  brilliant  essays.  . . . Flute 


classes  were  started  in  Room  115.  ..  . 
An  informal  debate  with  Mission  High 
was  held  in  the  hall. 

Feb.  19-27:  Just  plain  old-fashioned 
sleep  while  the  books  collected  dust. 

Feb.  28:  At  an  assembly  of  Classes  I, 
11.  and  III  a representative  of  the 
American  Red  Cross  explained  the 
functions  and  needs  of  this  organiza- 
tion. 

Feb.  29:  An  interscholastic  debate  be- 
tween Public  Latin  and  Brookline 
High  was  held  in  the  hall  last  night. 
Woe  to  us! 

March  1:  A course  in  Pre-Induction  driv- 
ing was  started  in  204.  The  group  will 
meet  twice  a week  for  ten  weeks. 

March  2:  Le  Cercle  Francais  met  in 
301.  After  playing  the  “^Marseillaise” 
iMr.  Levins  explained  the  history  of 
the  song.  Le  President  Zaff  gave  a 
short  talk  on  the  “French  Lhider- 
ground  Movement.” 

March  3:  “Phys-Ed”  is  beginning  to 
show  that  it  does  something  for  the 
“he-men”  of  B.L.S.  Now,  as  one 
walks  down  the  corridors,  one  hears 
groans  and  creaks  from  the  joints  and 
muscles  of  the  student  body.  We 
would  like  to  .see  certain  masters  prac- 
tice what  they  teach.  They  admit  that 
they’d  rather  not. 

March  6:  The  Highway  Safety  Club 
was  started  under  the  guidance  of  Mr. 
^Mahan. 

March  7:  Room  303  felt  the  approach 
of  spring,  as  the  mild  iMarch  winds 
blew  winter  on  its  way.  The  balmy 
weather  gave  every  one  spring-fever. 
Then  i\Ir.  Thomp.son  gave  one  of  his 
quick  tests.  Old  Man  Winter  was 
upon  us  again. 

March  8:  iMr.  iMarson  announced  the 
deadline  for  the  next  issue.  Well, 
we're  this  far;  a few  more  lines  will 
never  make  this  column  better  or 
worse.  So  on  we  go. 
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March  9:  Due  to  some  quirk  in  the  im- 
agination of  Seniors,  the  word  war 
has  received  a new  pronunciation.  Mr. 
Pierce  refuses  to  use  it,  so  now  on 
mention  of  it  he  spells  the  word  out: 
“W— A.” 


March  10;  At  the  end  of  another  col- 
umn, Mr.  Marson,  upon  re-reading  it, 
we  agree  with  you.  The  Register 
needs  some  one  with  the  three  W’s — 
wit,  wi.sdom,  and  wiscracks — to  write 
this  column.  Oh,  well! 


INTERSCHOLASTIC  DEBATE 


On  Thursday  evening,  March  2,  an 
interscholastic  debate  was  held  between 
Brookline  High  and  Latin.  After  a very 
short  speech  the  chairman,  the  Honor- 
able Edward  F.  Mullen  introduced  the 
speakers,  the  judges,  and  the  directors 
of  debating  from  the  two  schools.  The 
subject  of  the  debate  was  “Resolved — 
that  subsidies  be  used  as  a means  of 
checking  inflation.” 

Slelvin  Lavine  the  first  speaker  rep- 
resenting the  affirmative  side,  Brookline 
High,  carefully  defined  the  words  “in- 
flation” and  “subsidies”  and  presented 
impressive  stati.stics  to  strengthen  his 
argument.  He  then  listed  five  reasons 
why  subsidies  were  worth  while  and  fin- 
ished by  reminding  us  that  the  war  had 
not  yet  been  won. 

“Bill”  Dacey,  the  first  speaker  for  the 
negative  had  a fine  wit  and  a smooth 
speaking  manner.  He  pointed  out  that 
farmers  are  definitely  against  subsidies, 
and  that  only  consumers  want  them. 

Xumber  Two  of  the  affirmative,  Mor- 
ton Franklin  stressed  the  fact  that  sub- 
sidies are  democratic  and  do  help  keep 
down  inflation.  He  used  for  his  example 
the  two  worn-out,  old  men,  A and  B, 
with  whom  most  algebra  students  are 
well  acquainted  already. 

A.  B.  Sullivan  then  gave  an  inspiring 
speech,  poking  fun  at  the  big-shots  in 
Washington  who  are  in  charge  of  sub- 
sidies. A.  B.  introduced  a new  subject, 
“The  New  Deal,”  and  he  finished  by 
sneeringly  calling  subsidies  an  “ignomin- 
ious weapon”  and  a “weaselword.” 

Joseph  A.  Simons,  Brookline’s  last 


.speaker  reminded  A.  B.  Sullivan  that  the 
topic  of  the  debate  was  subsidies,  not 
the  “New  Deal.”  This  new  speaker 
proved  to  be  the  calm  after  the  storm. 
He  mentioned  the  three  kinds  of  sub- 
sidies: selective,  incentive,  and  roll-back. 

.\ustin  Lyne  finished  for  B.L.S.  and 
went  a little  further  into  the  discussion 
of  the  “New  Deal.” 

During  a short  intermission,  Mr.  iMul- 
len  gave  a brief  talk  on  the  pictures  of 
the  famous  men  whose  portraits  adorn 
the  beautiful  walls  of  our  assembly  hall. 

“Herb”  Shulman  then  took  up  where 
Austin  Lyne  left  off  and  summetr  up  the 
high  points  of  the  evening.  His  speech 
held  the  small  audience  very  attentive 
as  he  made  up  his  own  definition  of  the 
word  subsidies  and  then  maintained  that 
they  would  not  decrease  inflation  but  in- 
crea.se  it. 

The  rebuttalist  for  Brookline  High 
School  proved  to  be  Latin’s  nemesis.  He 
stated  that  Brookline’s  argument  had 
been  completely  ignored.  “Henry  Aid- 
rich”  then  continued  to  demolish  the 
argument  of  our  team.  He  did  find  time, 
in  the  course  of  his  humorous  remarks, 
to  compliment  A.  B.  Sullivan  on  the 
manner  in  which  he  delivered  his  speech. 
His  seventeen  points,  which  summed  up 
Brookline’s  argumentation  for  the  even- 
ing. are  too  numerous  to  mention. 

The  Judges — Capt.  H.  J.  O'Brien,  Mr. 
P.  J.  Condon,  and  Mr.  T.  C.  Hefferman 
— voted  in  favor  of  Brookline  High, 
who.se  team  without  doubt  deserved  the 
victory. 


A.  S.  Goldsmith,  ’45 
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Latin  Edjies  Mechanics,  28-124 

After  a thirty-year  lapse,  basketball 
has  been  resurrected  in  the  Boston 
School  system.  It  was  a long  and  ardu- 
ous path,  covered  with  stumbling  blocks 
and  strewn  with  the  brambles  of  red 
tape;  but  the  Hub’s  officials  have  at 
la.st  come  abreast  of  the  trend,  and  Bos- 
ton’s schoolboys  have  eagerly  responded 
to  the  call  for  hoop  candidates.  In  to- 
day’s tilt,  the  curtain-raiser  in  our  fair 
city.  Coach  “Steve”  Patten’s  charges 
managed  to  eke  out  a four-point  victory 
over  a “never-say-die”  IMechanic  Arts 
quintet.  The  large  crowd  that  packed 
Latin  School’s  recently  “reupholstered” 
gymnasium  cheered  its  favorites  to  the 
end  and  were  all  deeply  grateful  for  the 
noteworthy  absence  of  an  admission  fee. 

On  the  defense.  Latin  lined  up  in  a 
fairly  effective  2-1-2  shifting  zone;  on 
the  offense,  the  Purple  cohorts  attempt- 
ed to  imitate  the  “fast  break”  popular- 
ized in  New  England  by  the  colorful 
R.  I.  State  quintet. 

The  Purple  quintet  started  with  a 
bang.  “Deadpan”  Gustas  outjumped 
his  Artisan  adversary  and  tapped  the 
sphere  to  teammate  “Chet”  Wolfe.  The 
latter  gentleman  pivoted  on  the  prover- 
bial dime  and  flung  a lightning-like  pass 
to  his  colleague  “Bob”  Woolf.  In  less 
time  than  it  takes  to  tell,  Latin  was 


ahead,  2-0.  It  was  the  Wolfe-to-Woolf 
jiack  who  had  drawn  first  blood.  Shortly 
thereafter,  a long  pass  from  Vanderslice 
to  Wolfe  resulted  in  the  latter’s  being 
fouled  in  the  act  of  shooting.  One  of 
his  two  charity  tosses  found  its  mark, 
and  B.L.S.  was  three  points  to  the  fore. 

The  erratic  passing  and  shooting  cost 
the  Latins  several  scoring  opportunities, 
and  the  first  period  came  to  a close  with 
Latin  ahead,  5-3.  The  other  basket  had 
been  popped  by  “Jim”  Savage  on  a 
tricky  one-hand  shot  from  the  foul  line. 
With  the  purple  in  control  of  both  back 
boards  and  putting  up  a stubborn  de- 
fense, the  lads  from  Mechanics  were 
forced  to  shoot  very  long  shots  and  made 
good  on  very  few. 

The  remainder  of  the  game  found  little 
of  epochal  importance  taking  place.  In 
general,  it  was  Latin  that  controlled  the 
ball,  but  muffed  scoring  opportunities, 
while  the  Artisans  would  hit  the  strings 
only  near  the  close  of  the  struggle. 

“Bob”  Woolf  was  outstanding.  The 
team  as  a whole  played  better  than  av- 
erage basketball  and  should  improve 
with  experience. 

The  Latin  Junior  Varsity,  sparked  by 
little  “Dave”  Weinstein,  went  down  to 
defeat  before  a smoother  functioning 
Mechanic  Arts  Jayvee  squad. 

Lineup 
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G F P 
Woolf,  rf  7 1 15 

Wolfe,  c 3 0 6 

Savage,  If  2 1 5 

Rodm’n,  If  1 0 2 

Sallett,  If  0 0 0 
Gustas,  rg  0 0 0 


G F P 
Jones,  rg  0 0 0 

Young,  rg  0 0 0 

N.  Wein- 
stein, rg  0 0 0 

Van’lice,  Ig  0 0 0 

Heard,  Ig  0 0 0 


Latin  Buries  BC  High,  27-14 

Coach  Steve  Patten’s  Latin  School 
basketball  team,  completely  revised,  re- 
vamped, and  rejuvenated,  smothered  a 
sub-par  Eaglet  quintet,  27-14.  Latin 
played  a tight  man-to-man  defense,  and 
when  they  took  possession  of  the  ball, 
advanced  slowly  and  cautiously  toward 
their  opponent’s  basket.  Expecting  a 
helter-skelter  “fast  break”  and  a zone 
defense,  the  Bee  Cees  were  totally  un- 
prepared, and  their  defense  was  as 
tough  to  crack  as  Stalingrad. 

Shortly  after  the  opening  whistle  a 
B.C.  forward  neatly  eluded  his  Latin 
guard  and  potted  a one-hander  from 
the  right-hand  corner.  Alas!  Latin  was 
two  points  in  arrears.  Undaunted  by 
the  quick  basket,  “Bob”  Woolf  evened 
the  count  when  his  swish  shot  from 
the  foul  line  dented  the  strings.  B.C. 
pulled  out  in  front  by  two  points  when 
their  center  scored  on  a one-handed 
jhvot  shot  directly  in  front  of  the  Purple 
hoop.  Fouled  in  the  act  of  shooting, 
“Jim”  Savage  pulled  the  Latinites  to 
within  one  point  of  a tie,  when  he  caged 
one  of  his  two  charity  throws.  Two 
baskets  by  Lauren  Young,  who  played 
a terrific  game  at  guard,  a successful 
foul  shot  by  “Jim  Savage”  and  another 
Eaglet  ba.sket  closed  the  first  period 
scoring.  When  the  final  count  had  been 
tabulated,  I^atin  was  out  in  front  8-5. 
The  Purple  had  shot  fourteen  times  from 
the  floor  and  had  clicked  on  three  at- 
tempts while  two  of  the  five  fouls  that 
were  tried  found  their  mark. 

In  the  opening  minutes  of  the  sec- 
ond period  “Chet”  Wolfe  put  Latin 


ahead  9-5  when  he  caged  a foul  shot. 
A scant  minute  later,  B.C.  got  the  point 
back  when  one  of  their  guards  notched 
a foul  throw.  One  of  the  strangest 
basketball  formations  seen  by  this 
writer  in  many  a moon  enabled  “Bert” 
Rodman — football,  tennis,  and  hockey 
player — to  score  a nifty  lay-up  shot  and 
put  B.L.S.  out  in  front  by  the  score 
of  11-6.  It  seemed  that  a B.C.  player 
knocked  the  ball  offside  under  his  own 
basket.  Lauren  Young  took  the  ball 
from  the  referee,  and  immediately  the 
other  four  Latinites  lined  up  side  by 
side  on  the  foul  line.  At  a given  signal 
each  player  broke  for  a certain  spot 
in  a crazy  quilt  pattern.  Out  of  this 
jumble  emerged  Mr.  Rodman,  as  clear 
as  an  interlinear,  and  converted  AYung’s 
quick  pass  into  a Latin  tally. 

Short  seconds  after  the  aforemen- 
tioned debacle,  “Bob”  Woolf  fouled  in 
the  act  of  shooting,  sank  one  of  his 
two  free  throws  and  Latin  was  six 
points  ahead.  A successful  foul  shot 
by  Vanderslice,  followed  by  a spectacu- 
lar long  basket  by  a B.C.  High  forward, 
brought  the  count  to  Latin  13,  B.C.H. 
8.  Another  lovely  long  shot,  this  time 
by  an  Eaglet  guard,  brought  the  score 
to  13-10,  but  “Bert”  Rodman’s  one- 
handed  pu.sh  shot  from  the  left  side 
relieved  the  tension.  The  half  ended 
with  B.L.S.  on  the  longer  end  of  a 15- 
10  count.  The  second  period  found  the 
Purple  and  White  caging  two  baskets 
out  of  eleven  attempts  and  three  of  a 
])ossible  five  fouls. 

A quick  B.C.  hoop  at  the  start  of  the 
third  period  brought  the  Eaglets  to  with- 
in three  points  of  their  opponents.  A 
foul  shot  by  “Bob”  Woolf  and  two  fast 
baskets  by  Lauren  Young  and  the  .same 
Woolf  raised  the  Purple  side  of  the  ledger 
to  a sparkling  20,  while  the  Bee  Cee  side 
of  the  slate  still  read  12.  Another  suc- 
cessful charity  toss  by  “Bob”  Woolf, 
bringing  the  tabulation  to  Latin  21, 
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B.C.H  12,  closed  the  third  period  scor- 
ing. The  Latins  caged  two  of  a possible 
eight  baskets  and  made  good  on  both 
attempted  free  throws. 

A hoop  by  Lauren  Young  and  a foul 
by  “Chet”  Wolfe  ran  the  Latin  total  to 
24.  The  Latin  defense,  a stirring  spec- 
tacle to  behold  was  able  to  prevent  a 
second  half  Bee  Cee  score  until  the  wan- 
ing minutes.  A basket  by  “Bob”  Woolf 
and  a foul  by  Vanderslice,  interspersed 
by  the  B.C.  hoop,  closed  the  afternoon’s 
scoring.  The  final  .stanza  saw  Latin  sink- 
ing two  baskets  of  an  attempted  thirteen 
and  two  fouls  out  of  six  that  were  tried. 

The  illustrious  Jayvee  outfit,  shut  out 
in  the  first  half  of  their  game,  made  a 
sparkling  comeback  in  the  second  half 
to  score  seven  points.  They  lost  by  a 
wide  margin  notwithstanding.  — ’Nuff 
said. 

Doud,  scorer.  Rovets,  timekeeper. 

46  attempted  shots,  9 good,  17  at- 
tempted fouls,  9 good,  27  total  points. 


(Very  good.) 

Lineup 

Shots  Tried 

G 

F 

P 

G 

F 

Wolfe,  c 

11 

5 

0 

2 

2 

Woolf,  If 

14 

5 

3 

3 

9 

Savage,  rf 

10 

4 

0 

2 

2 

Vanderslice,  Ig 

1 

2 

0 

2 

2 

Young,  rg 

5 

1 

4 

0 

8 

Jones,  rg 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Rodman,  rf 

0 

0 

2 

0 

4 

46 

17 

0 

9 

27 

Purple  Stops  Commerce,  ~)6-J4 

Coach  Patten’s  mighty  men  from 
Avenue  Louis  Pasteur  humbled  their 
neighbors  by  the  none  too  subtle  score 
of  .36-24.  A slightly  revamped  lineup 
that  found  “Bob”  Woolf  starting  the 
game  at  guard  proved  to  be  even  more 
baffling  to  the  Commerce  element  than 
to  the  surprised  Latin  supporters.  Play- 
ing a tight  man-to-man  defense  and  us- 
ing a well-planned  offense,  the  Latin 


squad  had  complete  control  from  the 
opening  whistle  to  the  final  horn. 

Latin,  starting  slowly,  did  not  take  a 
shot  until  more  than  half  the  first  period 
had  elapsed.  No  wonder,  then,  that 
Commerce  jumped  away  to  a one-point 
lead  on  a successful  foul  shot.  However, 
“Bob”  Woolf,  creeping  up  to  the  right- 
hand  side  of  the  foul  line  from  his  guard 
post,  put  the  B.L.S.  boys  out  in  front 
2-1,  on  a swishing  two-hand  long  shot. 
“Jim”  Savage  made  it  4-1  when  he  took 
a crisp  pass  from  “Chet”  Wolfe  in  the 
center  of  the  court,  pivoted  away  from 
his  guard,  and  caged  a one-handed  pivot 
shot  that  went  on  without  touching  the 
rim.  Finding  that  it  was  becoming 
rather  difficult  to  penetrate  the  Com- 
merce zone;  and,  alarmed  by  the  fact 
that  another  Commerce  basket  had  put 
them  in  a precarious  position,  the  Latin- 
ites  reversed  their  mode  of  attack 
“Eagle-Eye”  Woolf  was  shifted  to  the 
fore-court  to  team  with  his  lanky  name- 
.sake  “Chet”  Wolfe,  while  the  elongated 
Vanderslice  went  back  to  play  guard. 
The  first  period  came  to  a close  before 
this  new  combination  had  much  chance 
to  prove  its  merits.  In  this  opening 
canto  our  Latin  scholars  took  sixteen 
shots  and  completed  a scant  two.  Drastic 
measures  had  to  be  taken. 

The  second  stanza  was  only  thirty 
seconds  old  when  Savage  grabbed  the 
sphere  on  a breakaway  and  sank  a bas- 
ket that  put  Latin  ahead  6-3.  The  rout 
had  begun.  “Chet”  Wolfe  took  a long 
shot  from  mid-court,  snared  the  rebound 
off  the  backboard,  neatly  eluded  the 
Commerce  guard,  and  left  his  feet  to 
cage  a .sensational  one-hander  from  the 
deep  left  corner.  This  gem  gave  inspir- 
ation to  the  other  Woolf,  who  flicked  a 
long  one  from  the  right-hand  corner  for 
two  more  points  and  a 10-3  lead.  A 
Commerce  basket  was  more  than  offset 
by  Savage’s  long  two-hander  and  “Van’s” 
successful  charity  toss.  The  halftime  re- 
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cess  found  the  Purple  squad  leaving  the 
court  with  an  eight-point  lead.  Our  side 
of  the  ledger  read  13,  while  a “5”  shone 
somberly  in  the  Commerce  section.  Of 
sixteen  shots,  Latin  had  made  good  on 
4. 

The  second  half  was  auspiciously  in- 
augurated by  a swell  long  shot  by  Lauren 
Young.  Two  foul  shots  by  Commerce 
raised  the  count  to  Latin  15,  Commerce 
7.  The  scorekeeper  chalked  up  two  more 
points  for  the  Romans,  when  Savage 
flung  a short  hoop  from  the  right  side- 
line. The  B.L.S.  basketball  version  of 
the  “T”  formation  used  so  successfully 
in  the  B.C.H.  game,  saw  “Bob”  Woolf 
plunging  off  the  right  side  for  a touch- 
down— oops,  pardon  me  — a basket. 
Commerce  quickly  retaliated,  and  the 
.score  was  Latin  19,  H.S.C.  9.  Baskets 
by  Wolfe  and  Savage,  interspersed  with 
two  Commerce  hoops  and  a “commer- 
cial” foul  shot,  brought  the  totals  at  the 
three  quarters’  mark  to  B.L.S.  23,  Com- 
merce 14.  In  this  third  canto  the  Ro- 
mans attempted  13  field  goals  and  click- 
ed on  five,  while  no  one  of  two  foul  shots 
was  successful. 

Commerce  raised  their  total  to  16  on 
a nifty  pass  i)lay  that  completely  fooled 
the  Latin  defense.  Enraged  at  the  stig- 


ma cast  on  their  playing  ability,  the 
Purple  cohorts  combined  in  a baffling 
manner  to  set  up  “Chet”  Wolfe  from  the 
right  side.  A Commerce  man  success- 
fully caged  his  foul,  and  the  score  stood 
at  25-17.  A lovely  one-handed  shot 
through  the  cords  by  Wolfe,  a basket  by 
Vanderslice,  and  three  in  a row  by  “Bert” 
Rodman  (who  played  a torrid  game 
during  his  l)reif  sojourn  on  the  court) 
raised  the  Latin  ante  to  35.  Two  Com- 
merce baskets,  Woolf's  foul  shot,  and  an- 
other Commerce  hoop  completed  the 
day’s  events.  Latin  found  the  mark  on 
six  of  seventeen  attempted  field  goals. 

Lineup 


Shots  Tried 

G 

F 

p 

G 

F 

Woolf,  rf,  rg 

17 

4 

4 

1 

9 

Savage,  rf 

13 

0 

5 

0 

10 

Wolfe,  c 

12 

1 

3 

0 

6 

Vanderslice,  rg 

7 1 

1 

1 

3 

Young,  Ig 

7 0 

1 

0 

2 

Shots  Tried 

G 

F 

P 

G 

F 

Rodman,  If 

4 

0 

3 

0 

6 

Weinstein, X.,  rg 

1 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Tessier,  rg 

1 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Sallett,  rf 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

62  shots  tried,  17  good 
6 folds  tried,  2 good 


TO  HELP  THE  WORLD 

• It  is  not  only  to  support  themselves  that  young  men  and  women 
seek  the  concentrated  instruction  of  Franklin  Technical  Institute. 
They  are  eager  to  do  their  part  through  their  professions  to  help  the 
world.  They  realize  that  by  being  a mechanical,  electrical  or  chemi- 
cal engineer . . . they  are  able  to  help  move  the  world  to  higher  places. 

• In  this  school  young  people  can  obtain  education  beamed  at  their 
goal,  at  a minimum  of  time  and  money.  The  entire  expense  is  so 
small  that  their  income  for  a few  months  after  they  are  working 
will  cover  a year’s  cost. 

Write  for  Illustrated  Catalog  * Berkeley  St.,  Boston  16,  Han.  6590 

FRANKLIN 

Technical  EnsfiituSe 

Industrial  Engineering  Courses  in  Mechanical,  Electrical  and  Chemical  Fields 
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REMINISCING  WITH  A BILLIARD  CHAMP 


Calmly  chalking  my  stick,  I calculated 
the  “english”  on  a relatively  simple  two- 
cushion  shot.  I smoothly  stroked  the 
ball,  anxiously  followed  its  path,  and 
heaved  a sigh  of  relief.  It  was  perfect. 
As  a tidal  wave  of  applause  rose  from 
the  gallery,  I turned,  flushed  with  my 
first  great  triumph,  bowed  to  the  crowd, 
and  shook  hands  with  the  ex-champion. 
I had  just  won  the  national  billiard 
championship. 

As  I drove  home,  my  memory  wan- 
dered back  to  the  days  before  I had  be- 
come enthralled  by  this  sport.  At  the 
age  of  thirteen  my  one  ambition  had 
been  to  be  a “big  shot.”  I yearned  to 
swagger  down  the  street  and  have  young 
heads  turn  to  watch  me,  to  listen  casu- 
ally to  awed  voices  remarking  to  young- 
sters, “There  goes  Joe;  he’s  a ‘big  shot’.” 
As  I passed  the  smoke-filled  poolroom,  I 
sighed  as  I glimpsed  grease-haired  Tony 
Rocco,  a tall,  .slim  appendage  to  a 
cigarette,  casually  lean  over  the  table 
and  say,  “Eight  ball  in  da  coma  pocket.” 

Imagine  my  delight  when,  as  I 
glanced  hungry-eyed  into  the  room,  Tony 
sauntered  out  and,  deigning  to  notice 
me  for  the  first  time,  asked  if  I’d  like 
a game  of  pool.  From  that  moment  on, 
Tony  was  my  idol  and  I his  devoted 
slave.  For  after  my  initial  venture  into 
this  humid,  smoke-filled  room,  flavored 
by  soft  curses  from  hardened  lips,  I was 
on  my  way  to  realizing  my  ambition.  I 
was  to  become  a “big  shot.” 

From  then  on,  all  my  spare  moments 
were  spent  leaning  over  a pool  table 
with  a “but”  carelessly  drooping  from 
my  lips.  I stole  out  of  the  house  at 
night,  neglected  homework,  even  skipped 
meals.  Naturally  I had  to  dress  for 
my  new  role.  I appropriated  one  of 
my  father’s  old  felt  hats,  and  by  the 
application  of  hours  of  effort,  I man- 


aged to  crush  and  mangle  it  into  a 
shapeless  mass.  This  “lid,”  jauntily 
perched  on  my  cranium,  completed  my 
attire. 

In  time  I began  to  gain  proficiency 
in  the  art  of  “racking  them  up.”  But 
strangely  enough,  I began  to  lose  my 
taste  for  the  company  at  the  “parlor.” 
In  fact,  my  attendance  began  to  be 
irregular. 

One  day,  I chanced  to  enter  into 
a conversation  with  a casual  acquain- 
tance when  I waxed  loquacious  over 
the  merits  of  pool  as  compared  with  the 
rather  “sissified”  game  of  billiards,  he 
invited  me  to  his  club  for  a game  of 
billiards.  Needless  to  say,  I accepted 
with  alacrity,  confident  that  I would 
.soon  ])ut  him  back  in  his  place.  One 
hour  later  I slowly  trudged  out  of  the 
door,  a chagrined  and  chastized  young 
man  with  an  intense  hunger  for  re- 
venge. 

Immediately  I joined  the  club,  and 
instead  of  leaning  over  a battered  pool 
table  in  a hazy  room,  surrounded  by 
hoodlums,  I found  myself  in  a quiet, 
exclusive,  well-furnished  billiard-room, 
where  men  from  all  walks  of  life  gath- 
ered to  pursue  their  common  hobby. 

Rapidly  acquiring  skill  and  dexterity, 
I found  that  I had  overcome  all  club 
competition.  In  search  of  new  worlds 
to  conquer,  I entered  the  national  bil- 
liard championships.  At  first  I was  re- 
garded by  the  experts  as  a moon-struck 
adolescent,  who  was  overreaching  him- 
self by  even  daring  to  enter  the  tourna- 
ment; but,  gradually,  as  I handily  won 
one  match  after  another,  they  began  to 
sit  up  and  take  notice  of  this  “dark 
horse,”  who  refused  to  lose  quietly  and 
go  back  to  the  anonymity  whence  he 
had  sprung. 

The  night  of  the  finals  dawned  and, 
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cheered  by  the  plaudits  of  the  crowd, 
which  always  loves  the  underdog,  I con- 
fidently strode  into  the  hall.  One  hour 
later  I walked  out  of  the  hall  as  the 
new  national  champion. 

As  I slowed  down  to  park  my  car,  a 
sudden  thought  forced  its  way  up  into 


the  clouds  on  which  my  mind  was 
perched.  I began  to  chuckle,  and  then 
to  laugh  aloud.  It  had  just  dawned  on 
me  that  I had  now  actually  realized  my 
long-forgotten  ambition.  I was  now  a 
"big  shot.” 

J.  SlL\'ERSTEIN,  '44 


THE  REGISTER  SCORES  AGAIN 


Dear  Sixth  Classmen: 

It  was  Billy  Schneider’s  fir.st  year 
at  Boston  Latin  School.  He  was 
known  as  a sixth  classman.  Before 
the  first  month  had  ended,  he  felt 
he  had  entered  a financially  depressed 
.school.  But  he  wasn't  half  wrong, 
for  agents  were  always  running  from 
room  to  room  wanting  a quarter  for 
this  and  a dime  for  that. 

Now  it  was  the  morning  of  Sej)- 
tember  seventeenth,  194,S.  He  had 
no  sooner  .stepped  into  the  dark 
locker-roorn  than  he  was  accosted  by 
three  agents  of  Hitler's  Gestapo.  Each 
one  was  waving  a copy  of  the  Register 
before  his  eyes  (A  popular  magazine 
bought  faithfully  by  all  the  stuchmts 
of  the  Latin  School,  as  they  had  told 
him  each  day  they  had  hounded  him) . 
He  had  been  told  by  reliable  under- 
ground sources  that  the  Register 
isn’t  what  it  is  cracked  up  to  be. 
Billy  had  been  determined,  until  this 
moment,  that  no  Register  agent  would 
make  him  pay.  He  had  explained  his 
position  to  all  his  classmates,  and  they 
agreed.  But  now  it  was  different.  He 
was  not  talking  to  any  small  Register 
underling  but  to  two  of  Herr  Mar- 
shall’s strongest  lieutenants.  Every- 


thing of  the  past  was  forgotten  as  the 
three  dragged  him  down  several 
flights  on  a seemingly  endless  journey. 
Suddenly  he  was  released  several 
floors  below  in  a partially  dark  cell 
known  as  the  Inner  Sanctum.  The 
only  light  was  from  a candle  on  a 
desk.  Behind  the  desk  slumped  a terri- 
fying figure  who,  Billy  guessed,  was 
Herr  Marshall  of  the  Register.  After 
hearing  his  case,  Herr  Marshall  asked 
Billy  if  the  charges  were  true.  The 
accused  sheepishly  agreed,  but  mum- 
bled that  he  did  not  think  his  crime 
was  as  .serious  as  all  this. 

After  a few  harrowing  experiences, 
Billy  was  put  through  a third  degree. 
Pale  with  fright  he  was  again  ques- 
tioned by  Herr  Marshall.  Too  fright- 
ened to  talk,  he  still  was  not  sure  that 
he  would  contribute  his  one  dollar 
ten.  He  was  then  brought  into  a 
room  far  back.  No  one  knows  what 
hap])ened,  but  whatever  it  was  Billy 
surprised  his  classmates  by  being  first 
in  line  to  buy  the  Register  the  next 
morning.  Now  that  you  have  read 
this  incident  in  the  life  of  an  arrogant 
Sixth  Classman,  don't  yon  agree  that 
it  is  best  to  contribute  at  once  to 
this  worthy  magazine? 

R.  J.  Corcoran 
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SCHOOL  OF 

VETERINARY  MEDICINE 

SESSIONS  BEGIN  APRIL  5 

Pre-Veterinary  School  Sessions  Begin  April  5 and  August  7 

• • • 

Prepare  for  a successful  career  in  Veterinary  Medicine! 
High  school  graduates  may  enroll  in  the  one-year  pre- 
veterinary  course.  Middlesex  offers  standard  courses  lead- 
ing to  D.V.M.  degree.  Veterinary  Medicine  will  present 
attractive  opportunities  in  private  practice  after  the  war. 
Write  tor  catalog:  EDGAR  A.  CROSSMAN,  M.D.V.,  Dean,  Waltham,  Mass. 

MIDDLESEX  UNIVERSITY 


FRESHMEN,  SOPHOMORES 


living  in  Roxbury,  Dorchester,  or  Mottopon,  Franklin  Park  - Blue 
Hill  Avenue  area, 

If  interested  in  a retail  clerk’s  job  which 

. . . Will  NOT  INTERFERE  WITH  STUDIES 

. . . Will  LAST  DURING  YOUR  ENTIRE  HIGH  SCHOOL 
COURSE 

TELEPHONE  TAL.  7490,  SUNDAY’S  CANDIES 


DICTIONARIES 
REFERENCE  BOOKS 
BIOGRAPHIES 
HISTORIES 
STANDARD  SETS 

NOVELS 

We  Handle  a Complete  Line  of  New 
and  Used  Books  of  All  Publishers 

DeWOLFE&RSKECO. 

THE  ARCHWAY  BOOKSTORE 


2 PARK  ST.,  BOSTON  Tel.  LAF.  5084 

BOOKSELLERS  SINCE  1856 


BOSTON  LINOTYPE  PRINT 

INC. 


Printing  of  All  Kinds  at 
Lowest  Prices 

• 

270  CONGRESS  ST. 

One  door  from  Atlantic  Ave. 
Block  from  South  Station 

Telephones 

HANcock  4703,  4704,  4705 


Please  mention  the  Register 


LATIN  SCHOOL  DRAMATICS  CLUB 

Presents 


A HAIR  RAISER  IN 
THREE  ACTS 
and 

THREE  THOUSAND  THRILLS 

LATIN  SCHOOL  AUDITORIUM 

Class  V and  VI  Matinee  May  11,  1944  $*40 
Evening  Performance  May  12,  1944  $*60 

(Tax  included) 

TICKETS  ON  SALE  NOW  IN  ROOM  123 

BUY  NOW! 

Produced  by  Arrangement  with  Walter  H.  Baker  Co. 


Warren  K.  Vantine 
Studios 

OFFICIAL  PHOTOGRAPHER  FOR 
CLASS  OF  1944 

160  Boylston  Street 
Boston,  Mass« 
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